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withstanding all the blood-curdling and revolting
accounts so vividly set forth by the authors of
" Called Back," " The Russians of To-day," and
similar works, I found the prisons of Siberia clean
and comfortable, though perhaps not so sweet-
smelling as our convict establishments at Chatham
or Dartmoor. It would be hard to keep them so,
considering that every twenty-four hours brings in
a fresh batch of prisoners, each in wet weather,
with a pound or so of black3 stinking inud on his
feet. At one village only (Rasgonnaia) along the
whole post-road from Irkoutsk to Tomsk was the
ostrog (a very old one) almost uninhabitable. It
swarmed with rats, the post-master told us, and
convicts, in winter, were sometimes severely bitten;
while they were forced to sleep in the daytime, rest
at night being rendered impossible by the swarms
of vermin. Let me in justice add that this was
the only really bad ostrog I heard of or saw during
the whole journey, and the authorities were on the
point of pulling it down and building a new one.
We hear a deal in England of wretched hovels,
where convicts are housed together like sheep in a
pen, human pigstyes reeking with filth of every
description, where not a day passes but a prisoner is
carried off by typhus or some other malignant fever.
As a matter of fact I have seldom seen neater build-
ings. But for the black and white sentry boxes,
the barred windows, and imperial eagle over the
gate, one would never take them for prisons at all,
and they were often, with their bright yellow walls,-
red roof, and neatly kept gardens, the only
cheerful-looking building in the squalid villages